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from a foxhole on
a winter night
in Korea

GLEN Ross

,

Those That Trespass

The edge of the January night rushed down across the Pacific-cold,
moist, dark, silent, and swifter than sound. While the Philippines were
still bright in the sunshine summer, the Ale.utians were already dark
and iron cold; while the night swept on over the Sea of Okhotsk and
the Kurile Islands, then onto Japan and the coast of Asia, doWIi along
the Korean peninsula.
Great cloud fields lay banked over the continent, and as the edge of
the night slid nearer and nearer, their upper surfaces burst into rags and
wisps of flame, and momentarily a fiery carpet burned over Asia. But
the night brushed out and smothered the fire, clouds, color, and all.
In the camps around Seoul, a cold and smudgy day was ending;
wherever they could, men gathered to the fire and turned their backs
on the night. To the north no lights showed, withdrawn into the heavy
black squad tents; and beyond, north of the tents, there was neither
fire nor shelter, but only vague lines of holes around the ragged hillsides, stretching tight and straight in the narrow valley gaps. As the
night settled, a tremendous cold ro~e out of the ground. The roads,
silent and deserted, were iron ridges of frost, and a shovel point rang
like a gong when struck against the ground.
There was an outpost. A low, narrow ridge extended from a wooded
mountain far out and down into the frozen winter paddies. On the nail
of the ridge were two foxholes, one with a light, thirty-ealiber machine
gun covering the slope down to the..p~s. In the other hole sat a boy,
alone, with a blanket over his shouldfJrs; in his face, and in the sag of
Born in Coon Mountain, Oklahoma, Glen Ross says he "feels most at home
in the Southwest." In 1950-51 he was machine gun squad-leader with the
Seventh Cavalry Regiment in Korea. This is his first published work, and he
has a "novel for sale."
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his shoulders and body, was the kind of total repose that comes with
exhaustion. The machine gun was to the left, and on the slopes below
the gun lay three dead Chinese soldiers, grenades clutched still in dirty,
wax fingers. Dead. They did not interest the two figures slu~ped behind the gun, nor the boy in the other foxhole. He sat perfectly still in
the darkness, vaguely aware of increasing cQld.
For a long time, hours, there was no movement on the outpost ridge.
No sound. The outpost was for listening, and the men there listened.
. Although they seemed to be awake, their minds were shut down, quiet
and dark, and the part of them that listened and watched was prowling
like a watchman through dark warehouses.
Toward midnight it began to snow. The boy sitting by himself
turned his face up to feel the snowflakes hit his eyelids. It was welcome.
Snow made the world smaller, cleaner; and everything became dim -and
gray along the ridge, the snow hiding the black rings of chipped but
earth around the foxholes. The boy reached over and· buttoned the
canvas flap on a field telephone, moving slowly and awkwardly; then
he put his steel helmet over the two hand grenades beside him. He
rested the butt of his rifle on the bottom of the foxhole and covered
the-muzzle with his blanket.
One of the machine gunners stood up and shook snow from his
shoulders, stamping blood back into his feet. The snow was falling
thick and heavy, with no wind, obliterating the valley and mountains.
The boy in the other foxhole was suffering consciously now. Worse
than the cold was the poison of fatigue, eating. on the muscles, causing
an ache in every joint that was like fever. Arms, shoulder blades, neck
muscles, and the muscles along his spine felt stiff and bI1ittle. When
he looked down across the slope, he could see gray shifting patches.
He knew them, the ghosts that haunt the line-the shapes that crawl,
things that prowl in the night-on the river hills last hot and sticky
,an~ mosquito summer, through the rain of a muddy night, and here.
He saw a bush creeping toward him up the hill through the murky
darkness and snow. He heard the stealthy crunch of footsteps in the
snow. They no longer bothered him. Shadows and sounds of nothing.
He was too tired to be afraid. If they came he would know it. If they
came.
~
Suddenly the muscles stiffened in his back. The snow, gray and hazy
before his eyes, had turned the color of blood. There was no light,
anywhere. He blinked. The snow_was dull, dark red, a red gauze flashing
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and fading. He closed his eyes and rested them; but when he looked
again, the redness came back, dull and persistent. He was trembling.
Turning, he crawled away from the foxhole edge, up the slope, to
where another boy lay asleep on a broken bundle of straw-blankets,
straw, and all covered with snow. He woke the boy, and the two
changed places without a word. Lying on the straw with his blankets
around him, he tried to rest and gather warmth around him. H~ could
~ot sleep; but he did not want to sleep. There was a rock in his stomach
and a tangled knot in h~s brain, and he was afraid that if he we~t to
sleep the others would fall asleep too.
II
He lay still for a long time. Twice he thought he heard a bugle
somewhere down the valleys. But when he raised himself on his elbow
to listen, there was only silence and the lonely ridge and the snow.
From a pocket deep down in the layers of his dirty clothes, he took a
small bar of chocolate and ate it slowly, lying on his side with the
blanket~
or his head.
.
At las he stood up, shook off the snow, and shuffled down to the
foxhole.
e boy there faded back up the slope without a word.
He felt better. The snow was no longer red and had begun to
slackeQ in its fall. The night seemed a past thing and he glanced up
from time to time, expecting to see the dawnlight drawing the mountains across the east. He knew it would be hours before the sun rose,
yet he could not keep from staring, searchin~ Once he called·softly to
the machine gunners, to see if they were awake, and a low grunt
answered from the other foxhole. With the blanket over his head, he
lit a cigarette and looked at his watch. It was three dclock. A little
later the snow stopped falling.
The clouds began to break and blow away; and not long before
morning there was part of a moon in the west, shedding an oblique,
light upon the blue gray ridge, hanging shadows on the mountains. i
Cold. His head had gradually sunk forward until his eyes were turned
up to look upon the slope in front. The snow turned orange, faded
into white, then flashed red again. On the stunted bushes he saw dark
flakes falling, out of a clear starry sky. He closed his eyes. His head fell
forward, and yet he was not sleeping. He knew that it was nearly dawn,
and that in a minute he would open his eyes and look around again..
When he did so, his body jerked slightly and was rigid. Three men
stood on the slope below him. Seconds. Three hard pirate faces, gray
under ~heir long and furry-eared caps. Details: three long oriental rifles
l

Published by UNM Digital Repository, 1958

3

New Mexico Quarterly, Vol. 28 [1958], Iss. 2, Art. 14

XXVIII: 2,3,4

,

Those That Trespass

169

held ready. Rags, bandoliers. Guerril1as. Fatigue and pain vanished and
his mind sprang awake wildly, knowing all that Was about to happen,
foreseeing all, knowing all at once, feeling a numb gasping sickness as
the bufIets crashed him down, and the raw, hot bitterness of a grenade
blast in his face, and the utter blind senseless stupidity of being obliged
to die after all.
He had thrown himself into the foxhole, quivering on the bottom,
groping for a grenade; he pulled the stiff cotter key, and without looking
out hurled the grenade down the slope.
'
KHA-RAK-ARRAAANG-Arrrng! The blast thundered in the
snow and echoed back and forth across the valley.
He looked out and saw the guerrillas vanish around the shoulder of
the ridge. He unbuttoned the phone, cranked it, and reported seeing
an enemy patrol heading east. Then, picking up another grenade, he
climbed out of the hol~ and walked crQuching to the machine gun.
The gunners, shocked by the blast, had readied the gun and crouched
.
side by side in the hole.
He pulled the cotter key from th~ grenade and knelt beside them.
ItWhich one of you was supposed to be awake?"
"I was."
"<
He grabbed the confused gunner by the arm and thrust the grenade·
into his hand, closing his gloved fingers over the safety handle. "Okay,"
he said, standing up again~ Itgo on back to sleep." He walked back to
the foxhole, back bent like an old m~m, with an old man's walk. He
could feel his socks, stiff with frozen sweat, scraping on the raw arches
of his feet. He had not seen his feet for three days. The skin was coming
off the arches anq they needed bandaging.
The darkness Jthinned out. A great frozen orange sat on the blue
white rim of hills in the southeast. The men stirred feebly and built a
small fire of twigs and ration boxes. The machine gunners cut a piece
of commo-wire and tied down the handle on the grenade. While they
did this, the boy went down the hillside to the place where he had seen
the guerrillas. One of the gunners wl#spered something to the other,
shaking his head, and they looked down the slope. They saw him turn
and climb toward them slowly, painfully, through the snow. He passed
the mounds wherethe dead Chinese lay and paused by the dirty black
scar made by the grenade. Except for his own footprints there were no
others. All down the hillside the snow lay fresh and smooth, flashing
light splinters at their tired eyes. .
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He came back to the fire and sat 'down, staring into the pale curling
flames. His face was gray and dirty, his eyes veined red. As he sat there,
he heard one of the gunners say, snickering, "How many'd you kill,
boy?"
He looked around quickly at the man who had spoken, demanding,
"What did you say?"
The gunner glanced up, a small black-bearded face, from a can of
thawing beans. "Huh?" he said. "I didn't say nothing."
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